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And so it begins... 


After three years of writing obits, updating the daily police blotter and taking various calls from people who 
wanted their I5 minutes of fame, Trina Logan needed to do something else. 

She tried to be patient, she tried to do everything that was asked of her but still she was working the 
afternoon shift at the Philly Post. A place where she watched both friends and enemies get further than her. 
"Maybe I'm not pretty enough." She told her friend Darryl one day at lunch in the company's break room. 
Darryl, one of Trina's best friends and one of the Post's best reporters, hated when his friend got down Unlike 
her personality, he attempted to cheer her up. 

"What? Trina, you're pretty. Where's this coming from?" Darryl asked. 

"Julie Gibson got the TV reporter position" Trina said. 

"So? Do you really want to watch TV 24/7? | know | couldn't do it" He replied. 


"Trina look a bite out of her sandwich and put it down. 

‘It's something different. | could have interviewed celebrities, got to wear cool clothes, got to see shows before 
anyone else-" 

"And it would have drove you insane!" Darryl interrupted as he took a sip of his iced tea 

He was quick-witted and kind. Trina could always trust opinion. Good or bad, right or wrong. Darryl was always 
someone she could count on He gave Trina a blank stare. She pursed her lips. Although, seeming agitated, she 
knew he was right. 

"So what if it did? It's my insanity. Its more money. It's the beginning of something.” She retorted. 

He shook his head. 

"You are so stubborn. You are a good writer Trina. You and Julie are two different animals. She may be pretty, 
but she would runaway from her own shadow. You? You need people. You feed on your observations, your need 
to inform others. When you do that, the stories you translate are great. Watch her stuff. Itll be like this... ‘It 
was a good show. Watch for this show on Saturday night. Catch ya' on the flip side!" Darryl said mimicking 
Julie's soft voice. Trina let out a huge laugh. 

"Okay, you got me." she said. "So what am | going to do?" she asked. 

"There's a music writer position going up. Fletcher's retiring." Darryl told her. 

"Really? What kind of clips do they need? " 

"An original. So that is proves that you can think on your feet and meet a deadline.” Darryl said. 

"The position hasn't gone up yet." Darryl continued. "You're hearing this through the grapevine." 

"It isn’t official yet?" Trina said. 

"Nope. Fletcher told us all during our staff meeting before lunch." Darryl said. 

"Hmmmm. An original piece..." Trina thought as she took a potato chip out of a small plastic bag, she looked at 
the chip's shape. It was an individual, an original. Just like her. 

"Bon Jovi's playing at the Spectrum on Saturday." Darryl said. 

Trina laughed. 

"Oh yeah. Like they would let into that show." She snickered. 

"Why wouldn't they?" Darryl asked. 

Trina stood up in front of Darryl and twirled herself around. She was petition with long, black curly hair and 
huge brown eyes. She showed off her Khaki's and white swear as if she was gearing up for a Versace fashion 
show. 

"You look gorgeous." Darryl said. Trina smiled back She took her glasses from her purse and put them on. 
"Now tell me again. Do you think Bon Jovi's people would let me in? I'm telling ya, the collegiate look is in " she 
quipped. 

"All they would care about is how you portrayed them. | doubt Jon Bon Jovi would care about how you looked. 
" Darryl said. 

"Well he's fucking gorgeous. Dear God" Trina told Darryl. "Aside from the fact that | know who he is; | don't 
know a single song of theirs. " she said. 

"You don't know any of their songs? " he asked. "What the hell planet have you been on?" 

"| don't know. l'm into Duran Duran, stuff like that." She said. 

"You do not know ‘Wanted?" 

"Wanted what?" she asked. 

Darryl sighed. "His temples suddenly began to throb. He took his fingers and began to slowly massage his them. 
"Dead or Alive..Wanted. Do you know Prayer?" Trina looked at him blankly. She nodded no. 


"Wow!" Darryl said. 

"We got some work to do" Darryl said getting up suddenly and putting on his jacket. 

"Where are you going?" Trina asked. 

"Going to help you out. I'll be back" He said as he sprinted out of the break room. 

"Trina walked back to the table. She took another potato chip out of the bag. "Prayer?" she asked out loud. 
"Umm. Trina that would be "Livin on a Prayer." Said Julie Gibson coming up from behind her. She took Trina's 
potato chip from Trina's hand and popped it into her mouth. 

Pretty with long blond hair and blue eyes. Julie turned around and glared at her. "Hell, call me a wallflower, but 
at least | know Bon Jovi's songs. " Julie said walking out. 

Trina couldn't stand her. She knew she had more talent in her little finger than Julie had in even one brain cell. 


She would provide to everyone that she could do this and get that job. Her time was now. 
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Chapter 2 


Jon Bon Jovi was looking at himself in the bathroom mirror of his New Jersey apartment he shared with 
longtime girlfriend Dorothea Hurley. 

It was the first of a three-day break. Rare indeed for a man whose band had sold I2 million records. 

He literally slept most of the day away. Exhausted, he knew this tour wasn't going to end anytime soon. 

Jon continued to look at his face in horror. It was bloated. Heavy dark circles appeared like a mask around his 
famous blue eyes. His famous long, brown hair was swept in a ponytail. He touched his chin and noticed a two- 
day growth on his chin. 

But most of all, he could barely speak. His throat was killing him. It was a constant pain now. Before it was only 
when he sang, now it was to the point when he spoke, the pain was so severe that he could utter a whisper. 
Dorothea watched in the corner of the bathroom. He looked broken and battered. Unfortunately the tour 
wasn't even close to being done. She got up and walked alongside him. She put her head on his shoulder. Jon 
closed his eyes. He hated how he looked and most of all, how he felt. 

"Good afternoon baby." Dorothea said. 

"Is it?" he whispered. 

Dorothea nodded. She glanced at her watch. "It's 2 pm." 

"2 o'clock? Geez, | was supposed to go over to mom's house this morning. Why didn't you wake me?" 

"Because your mother came here. Took one look at you and decided that it could wait." She said. 

He touched his throat. The pain was agonizing. "| have to see the doctor about my voice. My throat is killing 
me.” He told her. 

"It needs rest. Just like you. You shouldn't keep trying to talk anymore." Dorothea replied. 

Its more than my voice Dot. Look at me. I'm sick I'm sick all the time now. These steroids they're giving me | 
swear are doing more harm than good" 

"IFs stopping your throat from swelling up Jon. Look, you have to keep on going. People paid and worked very 
hard at their own jobs just to see you and the other guys. You can't stop now." She said 

"I just need a break. | really don't feel great. | could postpone things a month or two. | think everyone would 
understand. " He told her. 

Dorothea signed. Jon simply could not take a break right now. If he did, the doctor's would make him stop for 
awhile like he said so that he could rest his voice. To her that meant dealing with Jon's parents, Carol and John 
Bongiovi, day in and day out. Dot was in no mood for that. The two of them didn't like her in the first place and 
she'd be damned if those two were going to give her a rough time about what Doc and his team were giving 
Jon and the other band members to keep on going on this tour. If she kept him on the road and within her 
grasp, she wouldn't have to listen to them. She could be with him and let things in their relationship continue 
to flourish. 

"Baby, just get some rest. Then see how you feel in a couple of days. Your body needs rest. That's all. You'll 
feel better before Saturday's Philly show. You really will. Trust me. " She said. 

Jon looked at her through the reflection of the mirror. He smiled weakly and walked away into the bedroom. 
Dorothea watched him go back to bed without saying another word.. 

Meanwhile at McGhee Entertainment, Doc McGhee and his team were finalization press for the next leg of the 


Jersey Syndicate tour. 

Doc was very proud of the band. Their success surpassed even his wildest dreams. Since the tour was already 
sold-out, his team needed to focus on more press and a follow-up album. This afternoon, he was fielding offers 
from MTV, Much Music in Canada, Rolling Stone and the Philly Post. 

Sitting in his office, Doc and tour manager Paul Korzilius began to sift through the offers. 

"Here we go. Rolling Stone wasn't to do a cover story on Jon." Paul said. Doc rolled his eyes. "Dear God. Jon will 
shit a brick. Tell me the guys would be in it too?" Doc smirked. 

Paul shook his head "Nope. No other band members. Just Jon" 

Doc signed. "I figured that. Tell them yes. I'll just have to explain it to Jon" 

Paul agreed. "Yeah. He can't turn this down. Rolling Stone's a big deal. Especially a cover story. It can introduce 
him to new fans. " 

Doc said. "Yep. Sell more records. Sell more tickets for him and the guys. But he really hates doing these types 
of stories. To be honest, I'm almost afraid to ask him." 

"Do you want me to?" Paul asked. 

Doc shook his head. "Nah. | want to talk to him about more overseas dates." 

"How's his voice?" Paul asked. 

Doc looked down at the Rolling Stone proposal. "Very raw. He could barely whisper the other night" Doc said. 
Paul frowned. "Could it hurt to keep them off the road for a month?" 

"I'd love to. And it wouldn't hurt. Not at all. But unfortunately these dates are contracted. We can't get out of 
them. And Paul you know him. He wouldn't cancel or postpone these dates if his life depended on it" 

"It may if he keeps up these crazy-ass schedule.” Paul replied. 

"Dot says that he can handle it. Jon says he can handle it. So do the guys. What am | going to do?" Doc said. 
"You as his manager and friend can make him stop." Paul said. 

"And run the risk of him firing me? Paul, people besides myself would lose their jobs too. Do you want to 
explain to a roadie's wife and kids who are expecting food in their stomachs and a roof over their head that 
they've been let go?" 

"True. " Paul said "However Doc, Jon's got to understand that he as the front person has to come first. Those 
people can still be without job, if Jon god forbid keels over from exhaustion or a doctor tells him, no more 
singing. Period. " 

"You're preaching to the choir here. | agree with you. But he wants what he wants." Doc said. 

"Am | preaching? Or is this whole grand-scale spectacle you?" Paul asked. "You oversee the Skids and Motley 
Crue. This team isn't entirely dependent on Jovi. " 

"No. Its not. But the boys are the Number one Rock Band in the world, they have the number one album in 
the world right now, but most of all to promote that album, they have the number one tour of the year. 
Again. Those dates were made months ago, like these other ones we're about to make. To put on a tour of this 
magnitude, we have to add more people to our staff. Some of these people are dedicated exclusively to Bon 
Jovi. Jon wants to go back and do some dates again to promote the new single. Are you getting it now, more 
dates to set in stone, more money for the staff to provide for their families. Paul, | love him. He's like a 
brother to me. But Jonny himself set up these mandates. Not me. A lot of people have a lot riding on him. In 
my heart of hearts | know he needs a break, however, unfortunately it's a luxury and the other members 
can't afford until after this tour is over. " Doc refuted. 

Paul sat there motionless. He was fond of Jon as a friend. He hated what this touring schedule was doing to 
not only him, but the rest of the guys. He does understand Doc's point of view. His staff members have 


families dependent on Jon and this band until the tour ends. But is anyone really talking to Jon about this. He 
didn't know how to feel at this point. So he decided that for now he needed to separate himself and do his job 
the way Jon would want him to. For the first time, Paul had to not care and just hope for the best. 
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Chapter 3 


Trina sat in the family room of her apartment in total confusion. She has applied for the music writing position 
and based on her clips, her editor thought she'd be a perfect candidate for the position 

Like Darryl had told her, the story that she editors needed from her needed to be an original. 

So what did she do? She blurted out that she'd try to land an interview with Bon Jovi, thanks to Darryl. Great 
idea, if you were familiar with them. Craziness if you're trying to sift through what was fact and what was 
fiction 

Trina looked endlessly at clip after and clip. "Did Jon really get married recently? Is Richie seeing Ally Sheedy 
like everyone is saying? Was Alec really playing horribly onstage?" The questions continued to pour out of her 
and onto her notebook. 

A knock at the door for the time being quelled the rumor mill flowing through her head. She took off her 
glasses and went to the door. There stood Darryl and her best friend Kendall. Each one had two large bags 
with them. 

Flabbergasted, Trina looked at them both. 

"Geez Trina, don't invite us in" Kendall said flying through the door. She walked into the kitchen and put the 
bags down on the countertop. 

Darryl followed her in 

"Ya know? We bring reinforcements." He said as he put the down the bags on her coffee table. 

Trina shut the door behind them. She walked over to the coffee table. Darryl began to take out several tapes. 
She looked closer and then picked one of them up. Darryl smiled. 

"That's their latest one, " he told them. "| got it a year ago. They can't keep this in the stores right now. If 
you lose it, I'll kill ya" He said with a wink. 

"All of these are Bon Jovi?" " Trina asked. 

"Yep. There's only four of them. But, here are some imported interviews, straight from the man himself and | 
also bear a gift from Fletcher." Darryl said taking out of the bag a large accordion folder. Taped to side of it 
was a message. "The joy is in taking the ride..Good luck Trina! -Love Fletcher.” 

Trina smiled "Aww Fletcher. I'm going to miss you." 

"We're definitely going to miss him. At the staff meeting earlier tonight, the Entertainment editor got a call 
from McGhee Entertainment. 

"And | got the interview?" Trina squealed. 

"You sure as hell did!" Darryl screamed. 

"Whoo-hoo!" Trina screamed as she jumped up and down. She ran into the Darryl's arms and propped a big kiss 
on his lips. "Thank you! Thank you my friendlll Man do | owe you big!" she yelled. 

"Thank me after you get the position You have a lot of work to do." Darryl said. 

Kendall had taken some wine glasses from Trina's cabinet. She smiled proudly at her friend. She took the wine 
out of the bag and proceeded to pour it into the three glasses. Kendall knew how hard Trina worked for a 
break like this. Sure they have been other positions, but with Fletcher's support. Trina could begin a great 


career with a lot of opportunities. 


Beaming with pride, she gave Darryl and Trina their glasses. 

"I think this calls for a celebration" Kendall said walking briefly into the kitchen to grab her glass and back into 
the family room. She held up her glass in a toast. 

"Here's to good fortune my friend. You worked as hard as anyone for this kind of opportunity. | wish you 
success and much happiness. " Kendall said. 

"Here, here. Oh and much luck in getting Mr. Bon Jovi to open his mouth. " Darryl said holding his glass up. 
"Huh?" Trina said. She held her glass up, took a quick sip and put it down 

"They may be the most successful group around right now, but they're private as hell" Darryl said. 

"You don't have to tell me." Said Trina. "I've been looking for all kinds of stuff on them. As you can see, all I'm 
getting is shit from Page six." Trina said. 

‘You don't want to talk to them about this kind of stuff. Especially Jon. The interview will end before it can 
even start. So, this is why Fletcher thought you could you use this." He pointed at the folder. 

Trina began to sift through the folder. In it was the band's itinerary of not only tour dates but of a couple of 
hotels they were staying at. Also in the folder were audio tapes filled with interviews that Fletcher had done 
with the band, there were photos, dozens of news articles and what looked to be a couple of notebooks. Darryl 
picked one of them up to show Trina. 

"Now these can never be shown to anyone. These when you see them will really show you want the band is all 
about" Darryl said. 

Trina took one of the notebooks out of the folder and began to leaf through his. 

"They look like notes to me. Are they from those tapes?" Trina asked. 

"No. Those tapes haven't been transcribed yet. According to Fletcher, there's about thirty hours of stuff on 
them." He said. 

" Well hell, why didn't Fletch just write a freakin book with all of this?" Trina said. 

"He was going to, but Jon stopped it" Darryl said. 

"Why?" asked Kendall 

"Really. | bet it would have been a best-seller." Trina said 

"To be honest, | can't see them doing it. They're such a young band with so many years ahead of them. You 
combine that with how private the band is and you've got nada" Darryl said. 

"Understandable." Trina said. 

"Well | don't" said Kendall. 

| want to know what makes a band like that tick. It takes a special group to hold this type of thing together. 
"She continued. 

"There's another question for me." Trina said running to her notebook and pen. She scrawled on the notebook. 
"What makes this band, the band we know and love?" she wrote. She put the notebook and pen down. 

Darryl began to took through what Trina had sprawled throughout her family room. He began to crumple it up 
and throw it in the garbage. 

"What are you doing?" asked Trina 

"You're not going to find what you're looking for in this crap. Your story is in these tapes and notebooks. 
Fletcher's notes are fantastic. This is your way in" Darryl said. 

Trina signed. "Okay." 

Kendall walked back into the kitchen. She began to take out several take-out boxes. 

"Well since the guys will be here in three days, we e decided to help you with your homework. My gift to you 


is from Ming's. " Kendall said. 


"Chicken Lo Mein? Beef And Broccoli? How about Vegetable Lo Mein?" Kendall continued. 

Darryl began to open the first tape aptly titled "Bon Jovi" and put it in her stereo. 

When Trina heard the first bars of the song "Love Lies," she sat down on her couch motionless for a minute. 
The smell of the beef and broccoli had decided to take over for a brief period of time. She had forgotten to 
eat. Surely this would carry her through the night. "I'll take Beef and Broccoli." Trina said. Darryl finished picking 
up Trina's notes that were scattered throughout the floor. 

Trina seemed mesmerized by the song. She leaned back and took in every word, every chorus. She smiled. 

"Is good huh?" asked Darryl. 

Jon's voice was hypnotic. The lyrics told a story that was rarely told anymore. Trina couldn't help but wonder 
where Jon's head was when he wrote this. 

"Huh?" Trina asked Darryl. 

Kendall laughed as she put the food in front of her. She glanced over at Darryl. 

"Look like Jovi found another fan" She told him. Darryl threw the last of piece of scrap paper he had in his 
hand into the trash. 

"And so it begins." Darryl said. 


